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To 
THE REV. DR, — 
HES E VERSES 


ARB, 
WITH GREAT GRATITUDE, 
AND 

RESPECT 

„ INSCRIBED 
IN THE SPIRIT OF THE FOLLOWING 
SO PASSAGE OY 

FROM AN ELEGANT GRAMMARIAN. 
— 

« Etenim fi in arcubus triumphalibus, et columnis, 
cæteriſque id genus operibus in honorem aliquorum 
extructis, quo ſint auguſtiora, cernimus interdum ali- 
cujus Dei, aut Deo ſimilis ſuperimpoſitam imaginem: 
cur ipſe non putem mihi faciendum, ut huic columnæ 
meæ (non auſſim dicere arcui) duodecim paſſus altæ, 
quam ego opifex tibi ob ſingularem eruditionem, ſum- 


mam benevolentiam, maxima in me merita dicavi, ima - 
ginem Nicolai ſummi Pontiſicis mea manu ſculptam in 


culmine collocem : ut operis decori quædam etiam ex 


ipſo præſide mageſtas accedat? ita et noſtra in illum 
reverentia ac religio, et illius in nos favor ſplendorque 
conſtabit.”— Laurentius Valla Epiſt. Nuncup. ad finems 


London, 


March 2 3, 1786. 


To rus READER. 


T HE majority of the following Pieces, which 

have been before much too haſtily, and 
perhaps undeſervedly, made public, are here col- 
lected and republiſhed, ſolely for the ſake of 
correcting many of their imperfections, and of 
rendering them (if poſſible), ſomewhat ſeſs ex- 
ceptionable. 
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P 0: E M 8. &c. 


Ax INVOCATION ro MELANCHOLY. 


A FRAGMENT. 


&© ] have neither the ſcbolar s melancholy; which is emula« 
i«@ gien; nor the muſician's, which is fantaſtical ; nor the 
it courtier a,; which is proud; nor the ſoldier's, which is 
& ambitious ; nor the lawyer's which is politick; nor the 
6% lady's, which is nice; nor the lover's, which is all 
e theſe: but it is a melancholy of mine own, compounded 
« of many fimples extrafled from many objefts, and, in- 
& feed, the ſundry contemplation of my travels, on cubicb 
« my ofien rumination wraps me in a moſt humoroits 
« dug. As you like it.—SnAxk. 


ODDESS of downcaſt eye, upon whoſe brow 275 
Misfortune's hand ſeems dimly to have dra -im 
Her tints of pining hue, to thee belong - 4 ; 
The viſionary tribes of buſy thought 
That croud in nameleſs ſhapes the mental eye; 
Ah! teach me, gentle maid; with hermit ſtep, * 
B Tu 


— 
- 
: 


* 


* 


3 8 1 1 
Thy haunts to find, and ever at thy ſhrine, 
By fairy hands with mournful cypreſs hung, 
To bend unſeen an humble votary, 


* 
Loſt in ſweet ſilent thought at eventide, 
Thou wakeful low ſt to fit by river dank, 
In ſhade of glen remote, or boſom'd bower, 
And ponder pleaſures paſt with fond regret, 
Like wither d flowers that once indeed were ſweet, 
Till rous'd by ſofteſt voice of village maid, Y 4 
In ruſſet weeds bedight, with dainty hand, 
Who turns the ſnow-white wool on fimple wheel, 
Cheating ſlow time with ruſtic madrigal: 
Thou meet'ſt the fainteſt ſunbeam of the Eaſt 
That gilds the heath-thyme and the broomleaf wild; ©! 
Ere ſhepherd's boy has left his lowly cot, 
And heard the woodland cuckow's mattin voice; 
Etre Dian's nymphs, who, clad in April green, 
Face the keen gale on Cynthus' beetling brow, 
Have daſh'd the ſparkling dew with buſkin'd feet, be 
Or ſhook with mellow horn the diſtant dale. EE. 


When bleak December chills with icy hand 
The drooping features of the lingering year, 
And warns the wilder'd wanderer of home, 

I meet thee liſtening to the hollow blaſt, 
With muſing ear, what time by winter's fire 
The ſocial family of boon content | 
Their evening group with ſmiling faces form. 


Yours 


| L 11 } 
Yours is the hopeleſs youth whom luckleſs love 
Has crown'd unſeemly with a willow wreath, 
In fad requital for his vows ſincere ; 
His laſt fond ſigh is yours, his longing look, 
When loſt for aye he quits his own heart's loye, 
And views her parting ſtep and waving hand. 
Lead him, indulgent Power ! to tangled glade 
That mellow gleams beneath mild evening's ſtar; 
Or tall green foreſt huſh'd in deep repoſe, 
With hamlets thin beſprent, and ruins grey, 
That know no footſtep ſave the traveller's ; 
Where Talieflin in fam'd days long paſt, 
And many a bard whoſe tuneful hand is cold, 
Call'd forth their fabling numbers, and awoke 
The lion ſouls of Cambria's warlike ſons; 
Near Teivi's haunted ſtream, or Menai's flood, 
Whoſe banks with wild embroidery Nature fring'd, 
And left her ſhaggy outline, that diſdains 
The tawdry finiſh of the harlot art. 
Here lap his ſoul in bland forgetfulneſs, 
Teach him in peace to wear the heavy hour, 
And on the dimple of his faded cheek, 
From whence the roſe has long a truant been, 
A few kind tears for pity's ſake let fall. 
As on he thunders *midſt a ſhrinking world 
With threatning gait and blqod-ſtain'd ſword in hand, 
With tacit ſigh, as ſacred as the tears, 
That Angels ſhed when envious Satan fell, 
Thou view'ſt Ambition for a brittle crown 

= 2 eie: 


Cut his fell paſſage through the Karts of kings; 
His little day in clouds for ever fet, _ 
At laſt unknell'd Oblivion's prey he falls,  * 
Left to the naked blaſt, and e'en deny'd, 850 
The cheap and nauſeous breath of rabble vile; 
No lay unletter'd marks the ſpot remote 
Where his poor aſhes with the common herd 
Of clay-cold mortals find their laſt abode z 
No face of friend, in decent ſorrow ſunk, 
His name remembers or his turf protects. 
If ſuch the rugged path that leads to fame, 
Each ſplendid hope and nobler aim forgot, 
Oh God! I'd rather be a looby peaſant, 
Eat my brown bread and fatten in the ſun 
On bench by highway fide, or cottage door, 
Than wait th' inſulting nod of abje& power, 

Than dog and fawn with baſe humility, 

To catch her pamper'd ear and Proteus ſmile. 


With thee o'er many a ſcatterd wreck of fate, 

Much may I love to caſt a penſive eye; 
The Caſtle's ſhatter'd front of rough aſpect, 
High on the naked hill like faulcon perch'd; 
The moated hall in lap of lonely dell, 
From *midſt embrowning trees obſcurely ſeen ; 
Oft may I mark with you, with you exclaim, 
„In days of yore with old magnificence 

Here dwelt the baron bold or gallant knight; 

„ Here in this hall their maſſy armour hung; 


2 | Here, 
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* Here, at the gorgeous tilt or tournament, 

Oft would the bards awake th? enlivening * 

„Of airy harps to deeds of chivalry ; 

struck by the magic of whoſe minſtrel chime, 

« The ſun-burnt ploughman as he hied him home, 

© Would oft uplift his brow in mute amaze, | 

„And catch with raviſh'd ear the far-off ſound: 

Here oft the rafter'd roofs full blithly ſung 

„With tunes of Chevy Chace and Hardiknute ; 
Nor wanting were there, to inſpire the dance, 

Kind blue-ey'd maids full fair and peerleſs deem'd, 

Who lent their tempting looks and ſofteſt ſmiles.” 


Ah! let me rove with thee at duſky eve 
That deſolated pile of Gothic mould, 
Where the lone lapſe of yon ſequeſter'd ſtream, 
Winding its wave neglected near the ſpot, 
With the wild muſic of its murmuring, 
Suits the ſad genius of the ſacred place; 
Where Superſtition o'er the paly lamp 
Long with funk eye her midnight veſpers ſung ; 
Give me to ſtand aghaſt, as by the Moon, 
Her ſupplicating martyr'd form half ſeen, 
Bent on the fragment of a broken croſs, 
I view, while darkling pours Nyctimene 
Her deathlike watch-ſong in the ear of Night ; 
Or from the lengthening aile, or fretted roof, 
Bruſhes with ſailing wing the ſtagnant dew : 
Here Time who daily, in his viewleſs flight, 
B 3 Still 
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Still wider throws oblivion's deep'ning ſhade, 


Now on the mouldering tomb in grim ſtate fits, 
And laughs at all the baſeleſs hopes of man, 


Child of the potent ſpell and nimble eye, 
Young Fancy, oft in rainbow veſt array'd, 
Points to new ſcenes that in ſucceſſion paſs 
Acroſs the wond'rous mirror that ſhe bears, 


And bids thy unſated ſoul and wandering eye 


A wider range o'er all her proſpects take : 
Lo, at her call, New-Zealand's waſtes ariſe ! 
Caſting their ſhadows far along the main, 
Whoſe brows cloud-cap'd in joyleſs majeſty, . 
No human foot hath trod fince time began ; 
Here death-like ſilence ever-brooding dwells, 
Save when the watching failor ſtartled hears, 
Far from his native land at darkſome night, 
The ſhrill-ton'd petrel, or the penguin's voice, 


That ſkim their trackleſs flight on lonely wing, 
Through the bleak regions of a nameleſs main: 


Here danger ſtalks and drinks with glutted ear 
The wearied ſailor's moan, and fruitleſs ſigh, 


Who, as he flowly cuts his daring way, 


Affrighted drops his axe, and ſtops awhile, 
To hear the jarring echoes lengthen'd din, 


That fling from pathleſs cliffs their ſullen ſound : - 


Oft here the fiend his griſly viſage ſhews, 

His limbs of giant form in veſture clad 

Of drear collected ice and ſtiffened ſnow, 

The ſame he wore a thouſand years ago, 

That thwarts the ſun- beam and endures the day, 
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'Tis thus, by Fancy ſhewn, thou kenn'ſ entranc'd 
Lone tangled woods, and ever ſtagnant lakes, 
That know no zephyr pure or temperate gale, 
By baleful Tigris banks, where, oft they ſay, 
As late in ſullen march for prey he prowls, 
The tawny lion ſees his ſhadow'd form, 
At ſilent midnight by the moon's pale gleam, 
On the broad ſurface of the dark deep wave; 
Here parch'd at midday oft the paſſenger 
Invokes with lingering hope the tardy breeze, 
And oft with filent anguiſh thinks in vain 
On Europe's milder air and filyer ſprings. 


- Thou unappall'd canſt view aſtouding fear 
With ghaſtly viſions wild, and train unbleſt 

Of aſhy fiends, at dead of murky night, a 
Who catch the fleeting ſoul, and ſlowly pace 
With viſage dimly ſeen and beckoning hand, 

Of ſhadowy forms that ever on the wing 

Flit by the tedious couch of wan deſpair, 
Methinks I hear him with impatient tongue, 
The lagging minutes chide, whilſt fad he fits 
And notes their ſecret lapſe with ſhaking head, 
See, ſee, with tearleſs glance they mark his fall 
And cloſe his beamleſs eye, who trembling meets, 
A late repentance, and an early grave. 


With thine and elfin fancy's dreams well pleas'd, 
Safe in the lowly vale of letter'd eaſe, 
. B 4 From 
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From all the dull buffoonery of life, 
Thy ſacred influence grateful may I own, 

Nor *till. old age ſhall lead me to my tomb 
Quit thee and all thy charms with many a tear. 


On Omole or cold Soracte's top, 
Singing defiance to the threatning ſtorm, 
Thus the lone bird in winter's rudeſt hour 
Hlid in ſome cavern ſhrouds its ruffled plumes, 
And through the long, long night, regardleſs hears 
The wild wind's keeneſt blaſt and daſhing rain. 


TO 


(nl) 


TO CYNTHIA, 


A FRAGMENT, 


\AIR are thy cold chaſte beams, thy virgin face, 
Of mild etherial hue and ſweet aſpect, 


How many know thee not, nor aught regard 
Thy tints delicious that are wont appear 
On evening's ſhadowy mantle moiſt and grey | 
What though, dear Maid, thou bear'ſt a borrow'd beam, 
The fickly ſiſter of the gaudy Sun, | 

How have I gazed thy beauties! when alone 

At cloſe of day, pacing in mournful mood 

The yellow margin of the ſteril main, | 

Shagg'd with the ſleet- worn ſummit of the cliff, 

Till oft emparadiſed, I deem'd the ſcene 

Some looſer cozenage of vagrant fancy, 

Or fairy phantaſm, that deluſive thought, 

Forms from the remnant of a paſſing dream. 

Ah ! who but you bears witneſs to the vows 

That faultering ſpeak of unrequited love ? 

Whom but fo you does poeſy unfold 

The honey'd numbers of her baſhful lay? 

This mortal coil ſhook off, the Poet's eye, 4% 
Dimm'd with the dazzling radiance of the ſun, it 
Full fondly flies to thee, and far retired, er 
With inſpiration by thy filver light, 
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Surveys 
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1 
Surveys the changeful features of the world, 5 i 
Fitting around the throng'd ideas wait, | 

Like charmed ſpirits obedient to his call, 

To each its place he gives, whilſt at his ek 

Sndden the ſhade imperfect ſtarts to life 

And meets in form confeſt its Maker's eye. 


T 0 PHILOMEL, 


A FRAGNENT., 


| O noiſe I heard, but all was Gill as . 
Save that at times a diſtant dying note 
Of ſpirit unſeen, or Heaven's minſtrelſy, 
Would indiſtincily meet my raviſh'd ear, 
Such as was never heard from harp or lute, 
Or waked into a voice by human hand. 
Ah, Philomel, the ſtrain was thine !— 


— .  — — — 


anne WRITTEN ON A Wirzas NiId kr. 


W HO heeds it when'the inen s forked gleam 
The ritted towers of old Cilgarran ſtrikes ? 


Keen from the piercing Eaſt, or when the blaſt 
In deathful ſpecd at midnight howls along 

The drifted deſart, or the frozen main, 

Or to the earth on Mona's chaſmy fide 


191 

Bends th broad knotted oak —yet ſad it is 
To think that at this very hour, perhaps, 
The ſelf-ſame blaſt, with angry viſiting 
May play the ruffian with a vermil cheek, 
Scatter at will the few and tatter'd weeds, 
And dim with bitter tears the radiant eye, 
Of ſome unnoticed daughter of Diſtreſs, 
. "To think that ſhe may want Compaſſion's ſigh, 
That in no fingle eye through the wide world, 
Save mine alone, her gentle image .. 3. : 
Ye happier fouls, whoſe winter days are none, 
Who baſk in ſunſhine of proſperity, | 
And feel no flint in all the paths of life, 
How little know ye what affliction is! 
To pine alone with fad diſquietude, 
To ſojourn long and late with nakedneſs, 

In torments new to watch the flow decline 
Of each returning day without a hope, 
And with dejection meet the merry morn; 
To loſe good hours, and hear with aching heart 
The train of bluſhleſs Folly ſweeping by, 
Nor dare, though hunger knaws, to dog its heels, 
Before old age comes on, and beckons death, 
Wrinkles to meet, that Laughter never fills, 
But mournful ſtreams of unremitting tears; 
And when the fiends of life their worit have done 
To have the memory clean forgotten, 


Ere the poor body rots and falls to duſt, - 


To 
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To Tue Mguox v or Miss Lucy 8S—X, 


A voung Woman, who, bcing betrayed into much undlgſerbed 
misfortunes, was at laſt thrown upon the town 5 and, con- 
cluding her life at the age of tæuo and twenty with Suicid 

 ewas inbumanly refuſed burial by the pariſh in which ſhe 

died. | | 
ARK, hark, methinks a calling voice I hear! 
A voice I well remember once was dear, 

* 7 pave you all , exclaims ſome ſhade unbleſt, 

« The poor return I aſk is only reſt; 

„From Heaven's delaying hand no vengance due, 

« For what is done, I deprecate on you; 

« Love's mis-led child in youth's gay mora I die, 

« Ah! lend a little earth for charity !” 

Tis ſhe—grief-ſunk, yet why that haggard eye, 

Thoſe tears, that phrenſy d ſtep, and inward ſigh, 

Thoſe claſping hands, with deepen'd anguiſh wrung, 

And Angel-treſs in wild diſorder flung ? 

Full fondly had I hoped ſome luckier day, 

However diſtant, ſtill might lend its ray, 

Thy winter-ſmitten hues again to rear, 

Life's bitter ſtorms but ill diſpoſed to tear, 

And bid thy tender frailties reaſſumem 

Fair Virtue's injur'd grace, and baniſh'd bloom, 

That Peace, with joy-fledged wing, within thy breaſt 

Might till find warm her long-forſaken neſt ; 


* See Sbakeſpear's Lear, 


Much | 
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Much have I wiſh'd to me that angry Heaven 

An angel-like reclaiming power had given 

For ever to have won thee from diſtreſs, 

And lodged thee in the arms of Happineſs, 

Before the ſated world had left its prey, 

And flung thee like a faded flower away ; bs 
Vain wiſh how blind to fate !—"twas e'en deny'd, 
At life's laſt hour to linger by thy ſide, 

With kind concern to afliſt each ſinking ſenſe, 
And lend freſh warmth to faltering penitencay 
When dim with Death's eclipſe thy ſpeaking ęye 
In trembling hope held converſe with the 2 


/ 


Or through th' eventful paſt ſeem'd fick t 
And fain had found th? eventful tale undo 
Let Levite prudence with contented ſneer? 
Reſerve for meaner clay his abject tear, : 

Ah! may he long this luckleſs duſt forego 
And hoard for kindred minds his ſordid woe; 
Though thy pale bones beneath the common ſky, 


Cold as the heart he bears, forgotten lie, 


Their martyr cauſe to other ſouls they truſt, - 8.8 
And leave relentleſs Caution to be juſt: 
Well pleas'd her tear- wet mantle to have laid 
O'er thy ſad wounds by fell misfortune made, 
Pity ſhall ever place her beſt thoughts there, 
And kiſs the ſpot proſeribed without a fear, 
With vindicating voice ſhall damn to reſt 
Baſe Cenſure's fiend-like bark, and Scandal's jet, 
Tclling weak man to him it ne'er was given, 
To mark the bounds of mercy out to Heaven, 
| | THE 
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His half-uplifted eye in vain he moves; 
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THE BEGGAR': DOG, 


E pamper'd favourites of baſe mankind, 
Whether with riches poor, or learning blind, 


From your diſtracted views oh pauſe awhile, 


And hear a brother's tale without a ſmile ; 

And let contrition note how much is due 

To all the generous cares I owe to YOu. 
Whilſt fatt'ning pomp ſecure in cumb'rous ſtate 
His ſcanty crumbs withheld, and barr'd his gate 
Nor ſullen deign'd with ſcorn's averted eye ” 

The cheaper tribute of a ſelfiſh figh, 

The needieſt ſuppliant of ſorrow's train 


For bread I hungering ſaught, and ſaught i in vain; ; 


Each petty ſolace thus by you deny'd, 
With ſleepleſs watch Fidelio ſupplied, _ | 
When Winter wet with rain my trembling beard, 


My falling tear he felt, my groan he heard, 
When my grey locks at night the wild wind rent, 


Like wither'd moſs upon a monument, | 
What could he more, againſt the pitileſs ſtorm 
He lent his little aid to keep me warm ? 

Even now as parting with his lateſt breath, 
He feels the thrilling graſp of coming death, 
With all that fond fidelity of face, © 

That marks the features of his honeſt race, 

/ 


And gaſps to lick the helpleſs hand he loves— 
| VERSES 
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VERSES sxvr ro Mas. H— —, 


AT HER COTTAGE. 


E unendearing tribes of care and ftrife, 

Who haunt the wildering paths of crouded life; 
Ye dazling phantoms of deluſive ſtate ; 
Ah fly theſe limits lone, and ſeek the great. 
Alas! your guilty forms but ill agree | 
With the ſoft features of Simplicity! 
Here Harriett dwells—full ſtudious to be bleſt 
With the mild ſunſhine of a mind at reſt, 
From all the world this ſpot remote has choſe 
Well pleas'd to meet the manſion of repoſe ; 
And, as of ſcenes to which ſhe has bade adieu, 
With lingering glance ſhe takes a backward view; 
Oft fighs to find the gentler virtues dwell 
Beneath the ſtraw-built roof and moſſy cell. 
Spirits of bliſs, whoſe ever - guardian care, 
With wakeful watch unſeen protects the fair; 
Your happier thoughts of heavenly hue impart, 
They'll find a kindred ſoil in Harriett's heart, 
Of her warm ſoul refine each pure intent, 
And touch the tender chords of ſentiment, 
Where feelingly alive thoſe charms we trace 
That Beauty firſt had promiſed in her face, 


'$ON- 
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To Miss Alkix (now Mas. BazBauLD), written in a 
blank leaf of Six WILLIAM DAvENANT's Gondibert. 


HE luckleſs leaf of this moſt dainty flower 
| That Time's inclement cloud from early day, 
(Gathering with wizard ſtealth its filent power) 
Would fain in wititry grave have hid for aye, 
Much good befall thy care, kind maid ! reſumes 
Its youthful pride and ſummer hues at laſt, 
By thy ſoft hand attired again it blooms, 
And ſweet again ſhall ſmell uninjur'd by the paſt; 
Far from the Muſe's bay-enwoven bower, 
Like a lone vulture at her mangled ſpoil: 
May time o'er evil works for ever cower, 
Nor know the limits of ſo ſweet a ſoil, 
Or &en, when thou art dead, obſcure thy tomb, 
Fate has deny'd him touch thy laurel's living bloom. 


INSCRIP- 
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INSCRIPTION, 
WRITTEN UNDER THE PROFILE OF 


Da. URI. 


Aſt te facetiarum mille Senex quam libenter agnoſ- 
co! tu nempe in conſuetudine ſoles ſepiſſime inter di- 
cendum condidi ; te quoties in memoriam revocamus, 
lepore quodam eximio, riſus omnium temere elicien- 
tem, irrequieta ſubit profecto et frequens lacryma; tum 
demum illam in loquendo tam propriam facunditatem, 
teque tam agreſtd et inconcinne peregrinitatis, et (ut 
ita dicam) rs wwe quodammodo ſapientem, vere deſi- 
deramus. Virum, ubi, o ubi inveniemus, cordis adeo ſim- 
plicis et meri, proinde ut de re, magis quam de verbo, 
ſemper laborabas, in literis humanioribus et penitus 
fere reconditis, verſatum te aſpicio, neſcio quam bene, 
ſed ita accurate ſcilicet verſatum, ut nihil poſſit 
ſupra, 
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* 


A parody on Gear's Elegy, written in a Country 
Church-yard, the Author leaving College. 


Et dulces moriens reminiſcitur Argos. V1RG, 


H E ſullen Tom proclaims the parting day 
In bullying tone congenial to his place, 


The Chriſt Church miſſes home ward trip * | 
ths Aud High-ſtreet leave to ſolitude and ſpace 


+ od —— 


0 er the dim ſcene in ſlillneſs ſteals the . 

Save where the whiſtling *prentice bars the ſhutter, 
Or rapid mail-coach wheels its droning flight, 

Or tinkling plates forebode th* approach of ſupper ; 


Save near yon tower, where now ſhe fits and ſighs, 
Curſes ſome miſereant Raph that Luckleſs Laſs, 
And as his fixpence by the Moon ſhe tries 

Shakes her deſpairing head and finds it braſs. 


Beneath thoſe domes in Gothic grandeur grey 
Where rears that ſpire its old fantaſtic creſt, 
Snug in their mouldy cells from day to day 
Like bottled :d waſps 5 the Sons of Science reſt ; 


— 


Th' unwelcome call of bublob tis mers, 
The dull ox lowing from his neighbouring ſhed, 
The tythe pig's clarion, or ſow-gelder's horn, 
Ne'er wake theſe fatt'ning ſleepers from their bed; 


Their 
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Their bile no. ſmoking chimneys e'er provoke, 
No buſy breeding dame diſturbs their nap, 
Their double chins no ſqualling bantlings ſtroke, 
Climbing their knees for rattles, or for pap ; 


Let not pert Folly mock their lectureꝰs toil, 

Their annual Gaudy's joys, and meetings mellow, 
Nor Quin's ghoſt hear with a diſdainful ſmile, 
The ſhort and imple commons of a "Rane ; 


The boaſt of cooks, the lordly veniſon, 
The rich ragou, and liver-tickling jelly, 
Down the red lane inevitably run 

And at the beſt can only fill the belly. 


Nor you, ye ſpinſters, theſe poor men abuſe, 
(Tis want of money rather than of wit) 

If thus their backward threepence they refuſe, 
To your inviting charms and Billy Pitt »; 


Can Madan's voice provoke the dull cold clay, 
Or Price's ſyſtem that implies a wife +, 

Or aught the roſy goddeſs has to ſay, 

When once a man is bent on ſingie life? 


Perhaps mid theſe unſocial yews is placed, 
Some head once member of the Choſen Few,“ 
Hands that the dazzling diamond might have graced, 
Or tipt with extaſy the billet-doux ; 

* Mr, Pitr's tax upon births. 


+ Dr. Price on Population. 
? A club in Oxford of that name, chiefly confiſting of tenen 


and men of fortune. 
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But Faſhion to their eyes her motley Page 
Rich with the rags of France would ne'er unroll ; 


Through this they loſt The Ton,” © the Thing,“ 


6 the Rage,“ 
And all the ſoft enamel of the ſoul. 


Full many a bawdy pun and ob obſcene, 
Penn'd as he paſs'd by ſome-unlucky dog, 

On the lone ale-houſe window lurk unſeen, 
Or waſte their waggiſh fweetneſs in a bog. 


Some birth-day Colonel, with undaunted breaſt, 


May here do generals, or defy the proctor, 
Some lee-ſhore Admiral here at calm may reſt, 


And mutely read wall lectures for a doctor. 


To rule each cackling cirele coxcomb ſmitten, 
To cheat their tradeſmen and deſpiſe their betters, 
To ſpell their titles in the Red-Book written, 


(Should fate have kindly taught them but their letters.) 


T heir lot forbids - nor circumſcribes alone 


Their decent virtues, but their crimes, you'll find, 
Forbids with fawning face to dog the throne, 
And *whelm with war and taxes half mankind, 


The ſurly pangs of ſtubborn truth to hide, 


To huſh the tumults of rebellious ſhame, 
To feaſt the pamper'd taſte of glutton Pride 
With ſweet ſauce piping hot from Learning's flame, 


Far 
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Far from the turbid paths of madd'ning ſtrife 
Their fire - ſide wiſhes never learn to ſtray, 


Along the turnpike road of even life, 
They keep the jog-trot tenour of their way; +. 


Yet even. their bones from ſurgeons to protect, 

Some friendly tablet in the chapel aile, 

With ſniv'ling cherubs, and fat angels deck d, 
Excites the caſual tribute of a ſmile, 


The name bedizon'd by the pedant Muſe, 

The place of fame and elegy ſupplies, 

Who many an L. L. D.— and A. B.— ftrews, 
That bid th' admiring Freſhman read and riſe, 


For who at Hymen's. block in Louthtul. bloom, 2 
His ſcholarſhip and freedom e'er reũgndꝰ/ 
Left ths warm precincts of the common room, 
Nor ſighing caſt one farewell wiſh behind? 


To ſome dear friend by ſtealth remembrance les, 
A feſtive glaſs the drooping mind requires, 
His far-off phiz keen Fancy's eye deſeries, 
Even in his pipe ſtill live the wonted fires; 


For me who, mindful of the life I loved, 

In theſe weak lines its happineſs relate, 
And with fair images of paſt jays moved 
Compare my preſent with my former ſtate ; 


C3 | Should 
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Should e'er in future day ſome roaming friend &, 
(The lions gazing whilſt his horſes wait) 
In breathleſs ſpeed his ſteps to Trin. Coll. bend, 


And waſte an idle queſtion on my fate, 


„ Haply old Kitt, with iron tears, may ſay , 


% To read the leſſons oft I've ſeen the lad, 
«* Bruſhing from broken ca cap the duſt away, | | 
% Limp with a paper band acroſs the quad ; 


« His liſtleſs length at breakfaſt would he lay 
& There in that ſunlefs corner cobweb hung, 


„Gods, how he crack'd his eggs and drank his tea, 


« And pored upon the kettle as it ſung ! 


„% Hard by yon gate now painted as in ſcorn, 

& Muttering rude'rhymes he ſtood and fancies wild, 

4% Rack'd with a doſe of ſalts like one forlorn, | 

4 Or craz'd with dunns, or croſs'd with baſtard child; 


e One morn I miſs'd him in the chapel train, 
Along the court, and near his well-known fire, 


« The eggs were placed, the kettle boiPd in vain, 
„No more he came his breakfaſt to require. 


For the caft of this natural thought the author is indebted 
* a moſt inimitable pafſage in Churchill. ; 


+ The Perſonage here alluded to is no leſs than the Author's 


bed-maker, an old ſoldier much diſtinguiſhed for bis honeſty and 


wußhneſs, and on be only underfiood by his friends in college, 


1 
— 
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Next poſt the tidings came; in due array 
% At Hymen's ſhrine the youth was ſeen to bend? 


« Here may'ſt thou read, tis Engliſh all, a lay, 
% The farewell tribute of ſome lonely friend *. 


THE CHARACTER. 


H ER E dwelt, ere marriage call'd to joy's refined, 
L 4 A youth to riot and to noiſe unknown, 

Fair poeſy engaged his gentler mind, 

And melancholy claim'd him for her o.] Rn. 


Kind was his ſoul of ſofteſt ſympathy, 

Nor paſſ'd in vain his friendſhip unreturn d; 
Each old companion heav'd a parting ſigh, 
Their maſter's loſs each ſorrowing ſervant mourn'd, 


* Yet ſeek not here his virtues to diſcloſe, 


: n Nor learn from hence the tenour of his life, 


The beſt of all can paint the worth ſhe knows, 
With equal virtues graced, his fiſter, friend, and wife. 


To a moſt ingenious and valuable friend the author is indebted 
for the five concluding ſtanzas of this piece. 
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ROSALIND'S DYING COMPLAINT TO HER 
SLEEPING CHILD, . . 


A LAS ! my deareſt baby, 
I grieve to ſee thee ſmile ; 


1 think upon thy rueful lot, 
And cold's my heart the while. 


*Gainſt wind and tide of worldly woe, 
I cannot make my way; — 
To lull thee in my boſom warm, 
I feel I muſt not ſtay, 


My mother will not hear me ſpeak, 
My father knits his brow : 
Sweet Heavens | were they never young, 
That thus they treat me ſo ? 


Ye ſouls unkind, a fate like mine 
O never may ye prove ! 
Nor live to find how bitter 'tis 

To miſs the man ye love, 


. 


My friends they all forſake me 
Nor comfort will afford ; 

They laugh while I am thinking, 
My True-Lore broke his word, 


/ 
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May God amend their cruel hearts, 
For ſurely they re to blame; 
They little know what ' tis to feel 
The heavineſs of ſhame. 


Th' ungentle hand of rude miſchance 
Has reft my heart of reſt, 

And frighted hope of chearleſs eye 
Lies ſtrangled in my breaſt. 


"Twas yeſter-eve at midnight hour, 
I waked but to weep, | 

I kiſs'd my baby's pretty hand, 
And watch'd it while aſleep : 


Its cruel far-off father 


My tender thoughts oa. 
And in my darling's infant look 


His lovely likeneſs traced 


With ſmileleſs look a ſpectre form 

- Advancing ſeem'd t' appear, 

While Fancy toll'd the death-bell flow 
Actoſs my AT ear: 


Full well I knew its fearful ſound 
That fternly ſeem'd to fay, 
Go ſp-ed the graſs green ſwerd 

« For thou mult die to day 
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ODE To THe MEMORY OF 
CHATTERTON. 


— Hexc inopem widiftis Athene 
Nil preter gelidas ae conferre cicutas. 
1 


LL-FAT ED youth, adien; was thine a breaſt 
Where fell Deſpair might fix her dark reſolve, 
To mar thy ſimple heart, x 
And ſnatch thee from the world? 
Whilſt Fancy finds a friend, and Genius charms, 
With eagle eye, and high-aſpiring thought, 
Thy ſainted memory 
Shall ever ſacred live. 
When Spring, with ſcanty veſt and e ſmile, 
Leads on the ſprightly months and infant year, 
Her tears of morning dew 
Shall wet thy deathbed cold : 
When jocund Summer with her honied breath 
(Sweetening the golden grain and blithſome gale) 
Diſplays her ſun-burnt face 
Beneath the hat of ſtraw. 
The lily's hanging head, the panſy pale, 
(Poor Fancy's lowly followers) in meek 
Attire, ſhall deck thy turf = 
And withering lie with thee. 


4 When 
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When ſober Autumn with lack · luſtre eye 
Shakes with a chiding blaſt the yellow leaf, 

And hears the woodman's ſong | 

And early ſportman's foot, 
When naked Winter, like a Pilgrim grey, 
Of verieſt rude aſpect and joyleſs brow, 

Calls for the carol wild 

And trims the-ſocial fire, 
Remembrance oft in Pity's penſive ear, 
At filent eve ſhall ſorrowing toll thy knell, 

And tell to after-days 

Thy tale, thy luckleſs tale. 


EPITAPH 
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P aſſenger 5 
| To be the firſt in informing you 
that over theſe aſhes 
r 
| years, 
This turf has wanted a ſignature, 
Is a filent ſatisfaction to the anonymous writer 
| of this teſtimony, . 
For a moment let oblivion withhold 
her exultation : 
with ſorrow and fincerity, 
This plain ſtone is inſcribed (by one whom 
he never ſaw) 
To the memory of the Reverend 
Peter Elkinton, 
a man 
Of much genius, and many virtues, 
Whoſe lot it was in this world 
To live in neglect without a comfort, 
And to die in ſolitude without a friend. 
Great God !. 
Are not theſe things nod in thy book! £ 


® When the above Epitaph was written, the author was unac- 
quainted with the many acts of friendſhip which Mr. Elkinton 
received from the Rev. R. Parr, of Norwich. | 
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WRITTEN AMIDST THE RUINS OF BrooMyHoOLM 
 PrtoRY, in NoORFOLK. 


ROOMHOLM, thy vaulted roofs and towers 
ſublime, 
Yield to the gradual touch of ſilent Time, 
Whoſe luckleſs ſtole in duſky mantlings ſpread, 
Veils the fair proſpect of thy once famed head, 
And all thy beauty now but dim appears 
Through the dark backward of a thouſand years, 
Scared at the blaſt that hollow from the main, 
Moleſts with ſullen pauſe her ancient reign, 
By the wan moon-beam oft the bird of night 
Lengthens her feral note and wheels her flight 
O'er the cold limbs that ever mouldering lie 
Beneath the winter's wind and ſummer ſky. 
What though in vain with curious eye we trace 
The tarniſh'd ſemblance of the ſacred place, 
With eye profane its fading tints explore 
That mark the features of the days of yore, 
And fain would eager ſnatch from ruffian Time 
The moſs-grown fragment of a monkiſh rhyme; 
What though no more at.early dawn of day, 
Eve's miſty hour, or twilight's trembling ray, 
With ken full blithe the mariner eſpies 
Thy glittering domes and maſly towers ariſe * ; 


This Priory was formerly a ſca- maik. 
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Far from the dizzy maſt he looks in vain 
And long3 to ſee his native ſhore again. 

What though no ſcanty path we here deſery 
To cheer with foot of man the ſorrowing eye, 
Rough from the graſp of age thy walls deride 
The ſlighter ſymmetry of modern pride, 
Fancy, ſtill fond, preſents the long-drawn aile, 

And feels the brooding Genius of the pile; 
Her magic ſpell th' emblazon'd arms ſupplies, 
And gives the gorgeous pane a thouſand dyes ; 
Rebuilds the trophied tomb of many a knight 
With high hung helm and ponderous ſpear bedight: 
Still the damp ſhrines a grateful awe inſpire, ; 
Pale burn the _— and rapt the ſtoled choir, 

Still the loud organ's peal I feem to hear 


That wakes the flumbering ſoul, and fills the raviſh'd 
' car. 5 | | 
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ProsTITUTED Honour, oa LOTHARI o, 


A CHARACTER, LIVERPOOL 
LIBRARY 

NMARKE'd by Cenſure, unreſtrain'd by Fear, 

Shall lowborn Vice its ſhameleſs forehead rear? 
From Honour's height look down with ſaucy brow, ; 
On all the grovelling world that toils below, *- _ 
At Poverty's lone cot dare wag its tongue, SA 
And ſcorn the dirty dunghill whence it ſprung ? 
Thanks to thoſe powers who gave me to deride 
Wealth's ſwelling port, and tinſel'd meanneſs, pride. 
Silent I cannot view with patient eye 
Pageants like theſe that ſtink and flutter by. 
In days of yore with valour for her guide 
Juſtice alone preferr'd the worth ſhe tried ; 
Our gallant knights, in lov'd Eliza's reign, 
France bade be dumb, and heart-ſtruck haughty Spain. 
Then the ſhrill ſummons of the vigorous chace, 
Strung the firm nerve, and fluſh'd the ruddy face. 
Faſhion in vain her Proteus form diſplay'd; 25 
No public offerings at her ſhrine were paid : 
She dared not then affrighted ſenſe lay waſte, 
Or taint the ſacred ſource of public taſte, 
Alike Refinement tried her ſoft'ning ſway 
To catch the ſturdy manners of the day : 
Her efforts vain! Britannia's favour'd iſle 
Renounced the lurking evil of her ſmile. 
Ye ſons of Fame, whoſe memories impart 
A conſtant tranſport to the feeling heart ; 


From 


| 1 40 J 
From ſouls like yours we catch a kindred ray, 
And feel infuſed the genius of the day. 
Ye Sidneys, Raleighs, whoſe undaunted eye 
Flaſh'd the keen glance of ancient Liberty, 
Your lives with joy the th* enraptur'd Muſe ſurvey: 
That claim the meed of never-fading praiſe. 
Oh! what a thrilling thought, that deathleſs Fame 
To ages yet unborn fhall tell each name 
Of thoſe immortal few, for Albion's good, 
Who dauntleſs paid the tribute of their blood ! 
And as ſhe waves her legend ſcroll on high 
To other climes, in other tongues, ſhall cry, 
4 Theſe are the deeds of thoſe who nevet die !” 
No more with dazzling light the regal ray 
Shines unobſcured and chears the coming day. 


Sorrowing the Muſe beholds the throne diſgraced, 


Its luſtre tarniſn'd and its gifts miſplaced, 
Daub'd with falſe honours whilit Lothario's mien 
Provokes the threat'ning eye of honeſt ſpleen ; 
Swell'd with baſe pride, exempt from ev'ry grace, 
Vice in his heart, aad folly in his face, 

Studious to keep the naked poor in awe, 

And grind their needy fouls with harpy law, 
With filly dimpling ſmirk, and bland grimace, 
With ſmile that gads ſo ſweetly o'er his face, 
Methinks I ſee him labouring to be great 

Rais'd on the tottering ſtilts of awkward ſtate ; 
Firſt of the tribe who ſhift with ready art 

The ductile feelings of a venal heart; 


Sir 
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Sir Knight become, how big dear ſelf appears | » 
And whilſt the title greets his greedy ears, 
He ſhakes his booby head and wonders what he hears, . 


Ere lull'd to ſlumber in the nurſe's arms, 
The ſqualling infant thus a coral charms, 


975 Pleas'd it attends the diſcord for a while 


And hugs the glittering bauble with a ſmile, 


To MYRA, AFTER RECEIVING TWO DRAWINGS 
REPRESENTING A VIOLET AND A BEGGAR., 


RO M theſe ſad ſcenes whire care oc pale diſmay 
Darken with deepeſt cloud the coming day *, 


Where Duty breathes in vain its lengthen'd ſigh, 
And wipes the ſtagnant tear from Sorrow's eye, 
Over all its hopes views hovering Death prevail, 
And mourns the ſocial comforts as they fail; 
Say, can a novice Muſe, though you inſpire, 
In artleſs thanks awake ber ſadden'd lyre? 

For me, whoſe eye ſurveys with vain delight 
Pieria's ſtream and famed Parnaſſa's height 

Let M-— all in tears his ſtory tell 

Of widow'd dove, or ſorrowing Philomel z 
With all the tinſel'd harlotry of art 


Win the weak mind or touch the taſtelefs heart : 
#* This alludes to ſome ſcenes of domeſtic aflliction. 
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For me, let P 's hireling pages chime, 

Pert with the pretty cant of ſetvile rhyme ; 

| Unaw'd by power or fame's deluſive ray 

I value more a violet than a bay. 

What though, dear girl, theſe worthleſs lays appear 
But ill attuned to meet thy nicer ear, 

Warm from the heart officious fondneſs flies, 
And fears no frown but that of Myra's eyes. 

For her what Gothic ſoul could e'er repine 

To' invoke, thoſe worſt of all coquets, the Nine. 
In Shandy mood with head on hand reclined 

To ev'ry ill of fate and phlegm reſigned, 

With ſurly ſilenee, or with cold content, 

I hear (on diſtant ſcenes my thoughts intent) 
The tedious round of chat and compliment; 
Perchance the heavy hour in part to kill, 


And keep the drowſy mind from ſtanding ſtill, 


Comes a dread fummons from the fiend quadrille, 
With ſad civility. the tricks I tell, | 

And gaze without emotion at a belle; 

Whilſt at my careleſs play and vacant air, 

Gamblers look grave, and tabbies wiſh to ſwear ; 

Till parent Dullneſs claims her ſeat again, 

\ Settles their features and aſſumes her reign,— | 
At thoſe loved ſhores where Yare with ceaſeleſs ſweep 
Joins the dark boſom of the fearful deep, 

Full many a truant wiſh and wayward: look 

Has abſence caſt and muſing Fancy took, , 
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Where Friendlhip vacant finds an elbow chair, 
Looks round with joy and longs to linger there, 
Where frank Good-humour ev'ry care beguiles 
With all the ſocial family of ſmiles ; 

Charm'd at the thought, I picture Juliet near *, 
Her ſprightly glance I feel, her voice I hear, 
Attentive fit, and meet, with tacit ſigh 

The ſofter caſt of penſive Myra's eye; 

Dwell long enamour'd on each blooming grace, 
That lends its luring influence to her face; 
With fluttering breaſt I view her niceſt ſkill, 
Teach the keen darts of Venus how to kill 

And touch with buſy hand each lighter dreſs, 
That guards the dimpled cheek and filken treſs ; 
The filmy gauze, the ribband's dazzling dye, 
(A myſtic ſpell to catch the ruſtic eye), 

The waving ſaſh, the feather's nodding plume, 
With all the powers of cambric and perfume ; 
Through ſuch let meaner beauties of the day 
Spread wide o'er vanquiſh'd hearts the female ſway, 
At ev'ry look and random glance lay low + 

A dangling coxcomb, or a flimſy beau ; 

To ſouls, like mine no influence they impart 
Who bribe the eye to captivate the heart, 

Slaves to the laws of taſte, let ſome admire 
Paulo's bold ſtroke, or vivid Titian's fire; 


* Jaliet, the ſiſter of the Lady to whom theſe Verſes were 
. Addreſſed. ; | 


D 2 With 


„„ 

With critic ſkill, and juſt preciſion trace, 
Pouſſin's learn'd air, or ſoft Corregio's grace. 
In mute amaze let others trembling ſtand, 
And feel the dark ſublime of Roſa's hand; 


Be mine the task their varied ſtyles to view, 
And mark their blended beauties met in you. 
When the lone wretch by age and ſickneſs led, 
Bides the chill ſtorm, and begs for bitter breac 
Taught by thy moving hand my tears ſhall flow 
The haſty followers of his helpleſs woe, 
Oft as I ſtrive to chaſe thoſe griefs away 

That cloud the ſunleſs evening of his day. 
Meanwhile Affection fondly fix'd on you 

(The lovely ſource from whence its pity grew), 
Viewing thy beggar form with joy ſhall boaſt, 


That ſhe who excites it beſt muſt feel it moſt, £ 


0 
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ON A FRAGMENT OF SOME VERSES WRITTEN BY 4 
LaDy IN PRAISE or SOLITUDE. 


YRA! dear maid, full many a weary hout © 

In joyleſs ſpeed has paſs'd, fince firſt mine eye, 
Met the faint outlihe of your early hopes, f 
Moiſt, with the pureſt dew of Caſtaly: 
And who, ah who, can willingly refign 
The diſtant ſhadows of ideal joys, 
In youth's fair morn by treacherous Fancy form'd, 
That, like the floating rack on yonder ſky, 
Paſs into nought as they had never been ? 
The time was onee when oft the long day through, 
Far, far too buſy for my preſent peace, 
O'er theſe the penſive fablings of your Maſe 
I hung enamour'd, whilſt with anxious glance 
The kindred feelings of my youthful years, 
In viſionary view full glad I found, 
And bliſsful dreams familiar to my heart, 
O'er which ſweet Hope her gildimg pale bad flung : 
Such, O! ſuch ſcenes with Myra to have ſhared 
Was all my fruitleſs prayers e'er aſkt of Fate. 
(Filling each ſpace imperfect you had left); 
Oft would my partial hand the pencil take, 
And bid the sketch unreal hues aſſume 
Bright beams of light and colours not its owt : 
Miſchance ſiood by aud watch'd, and at an hour | 
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When leaſt I thought her near, with haſty hand 
All my fair pictured hopes at once defaced.--- 
Ihe traveller thus, when louring skies impend, 


In ſorrowing filence leaning on his ſtaff, 

From ſome aſcent his weary ſteps have gain'd, 
Breathleſs looks back, and pauſing, ponders well. 
The lengthen'd landſcape. paſt ; now hid he finds 
Mid far-off miſts, and thick-ſurrounding ſhowers 


Each city, wandering ſtream, and wildering wood, 


Where late in joy ſecure he journied blyth, 

Nor met the phantom of a fingle fear, 

Where ev'ry cloud iliumin'd by the ſun, 

Hung lovely, and each Zephyr fragrance breath'd, 
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IMITATIONS OF OLD WELSH 
POETRY. 


A. Ne (aero Ge Seri S , 
Agraxlys 'Aidng us im} xiiea Ra Epigr. 


"Tas LAMENTATION or LLWARCH-HEN rug 
Baxp, upon THE DEATH of GWLAITH 
4A A CHIEF. 


ne me ſome muſic ;— 
| Now good Ceſario; but that piece of ſong, 
That old and antique ſong we heard laſt night ; 
Methoug bt it did relieve my paſſion much, 
More than light airs and recollected terms 
QF theſe moft briſe and giddy-pated i mes. 
SHAK—Twelfth Night. 


4% Son of Beli Mawr, alas! the beams of thy glory 
are ſet; thy wide extended hall ſhall no more give 
ſhelter to heroes that quaff the ſparkling mead who | 
gladned at thy preſence. —A filence that is only intro- 
duced by death, there ſpreads her contagion, = To us 
the days of ſorrow are at hand; thy cup-bearer treads 
not with alacrity.— The trembling ſtrings of the harp 
forget t to ) yiDrate 2 no longer the note of victory, at the 

Cf D + waving 
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waving of the hand of thy bard, awakens the ſoul 
from her manſion with enchantment.— The foot of 
time, which we hear not, has trodden upon thy 
ſhield red and moiſt with blood; already has it defiled 
with ruſt thy corſlet; over thy war-worn helm the 
' ſpider begins to ſcatter the thin web of Oblivion: let 
this be thy ſolace ;-the journeying ſtranger ſhall not 
paſs by the ſpot of thy reſt without recollecting 
(as the hollow blaſt moves the herb that trembles ar 
its comfortleſs breath) the force of thy arm, and the 
heart-ſhaking thunder of thy foot-ſteps ; the tale that 
fame has told of thee, ſhall lead him far from his path, 

and delay him at thy grave. The blue-ey'd damſel of 
his bed, at each returning day, ſhall view the ſun with 
averſion, and caſt a look over the hills for his return, — 
The Eagie of battle (to which thou! wert like), - 
mangling her prey on thy grave, ſhall oft mark with 
her princely foot where thou lieſt, thou that wert her 
feeder, and ſhall flap. her firm-ſet wing as ſhe hears 
the neighbouring torrent ruſhing near. thy corſe.— 


Oft at eve does thy father fay, my ſon, my ſon,” and 


bids thy younger brother hearken as he tells of thee : 

thy brother's blood, like that of the lion's whelp, kindles 
for the conteſt, and longs toſucceed thee-—As wander- 
ing to pay thee my tribute of grief, 1 diſtinguiſh the 
' flow and tremulous accents of thy ſire (for he yet 
lives), the fall of Orwan by the proweſs of thy ſpear, 
th entanguined waters of Tarwarth (from memory) 


oft ſeem to ſparkle in his deep-ſunk eye; my heart is 
Bot | weighed 
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weighed down at the painful pleaſure of his figh, and 
the deepened luxury of his mourning.—Thy . white 
| Need that of old ſnuff'd the breeze in the vale, I meet 
lonely ſtraying near thy grave, cropping the long tall 
graſs that quivers over thee. — Where is now the noiſe 
of his hoofs, his flowing mane, the joy of the field, 
and the lightning of hig eye at the downfal of enemies ? 
Many are they whom fate has overtaken, whom 
memory ſhall never recall, whom no future bard ſhall 
awaken from ſilence, when the hirlas-horn ſhall open 
the hearts of poſterity and of the yet unborn; the even. 


ing and the morning ſun fhall'gild their grave with its 


rays, and the winter's wind ſhall rudely ſalute their 
waſting limbs, as it paſſes in its courſe to ſhake the 
turrets of Aberffraw, and agitate the fullen waters 
of —. Thee Danger oft has met in the tented field, 


and fled diſmayed. Snowdon and our mother Mona have 
reſounded the claſh of thy deeds ; the cottager on their 


heavy-hanging brows, at midnight, has ſtarted at the 
found by the finking blue taper=whilſt his trembling 
conſort lulbd her affrighted babes to their broken 
flumber, ſtill viſible are the prints of thy fteeds upon 


Deudraeth ; the hours of life are paſt, and deatli * 


pas b been thy conqueror,” 


LLWEN 
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LLWEN axp GYNETH, 


O fellow come, the ſong wwe had laſt night, 

Mark it, C:/ario, it is old and plain, 

The ſpinfters and the knitters in the ſun, 

And the free maids that weave their thread with bones, 
Do uſe to chant it,— Suak.— Twelfth Night. — 


LIWEN. 

O my troubled ſoul, I ſee nought fave the hollow- 
beating wave; the cold luminary of the night ſhews me 
the gloomy turrets of Llathryth:—ehrough the broken 
wall it may touch the cheek of my love as he thinks or 
dreams of me! Moon, how I envy thy beams! Gy- 
neth, thou youth of the ſpear, breaker of the crimſon 
mield, Llwen has left her bed of leaves, and wanders 
to find thee ; the blaſt flows cold from the mountains, 
the hunter's dog is at reſt—thou art not gone to thy 
grave ! for who can look in thy face with the thoughts 
of death in his heart? yet fierce is the black-brow'd 
Branworth, fate is in the glare of his eye; but I am a 
woman, and thou art my Love !—-Branworth, ſweep- 
ing ſtorm of the South, Llwen entreats for the joy of 
her heart; the ſnow-bearded bard of her father ſhail 
reſound thy name in his hall with ſtately ſteps ; the 
Horn in the palace of thine enemy ſhall be filled to the 
brim, and Llwen ſhall not forget thy mercy. What 
do I ſee? Gyneth lives in my fight, come down from 
thy priſon of death, haſte from thy grated window, 
3 | the. 
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the ſun will ſoon ariſe, the quickſcented foe will be 
near; but alas! thou art not the fame, I am chill'd as 
I look at thy face; ſpeak, where is thy blooming cheek 
and thy raven-black eye? my heart keeps not its ſeat 
as I gaze,” — | I 


GYNETH. . 

© Thou doſt not ſee me alive; away, I am cold as 
the dead man's hand, the eagle has eat my bones 
am but thy Gyneth's ghoſt—let Rodric and Owain, my 
brothers, revenge me, let to-morrow's ſun gleam on 
their ſhields—away, where the faint traveller ſtops at the 
ſiream of Teivi, let a few ſtones mark my grave=we 
ſoon ſhall meet graceful daughter of Yrganvy—till the 
hunter has ſeen my grave and the ſhepherd's boy has 
bruſhed the thiſtle from my reſting place, wretched 
am TI and forlorn, frighttul is my dwelling-place, it 


cannot be named.“ 
| LiweEN. 
„Lion of the field, art thou fallen? Rodric and 


Owain are not ; old is my father, he heareth not the 
gladning ſound of the harp or the ſpear; Llwen, his 
daughter, and Gyneth he cannot remember ; he is even 
at the door of death many have periſhed before me, 
and have not returned ; ſurely they are happy ? why 
then ſhould I weep? ſorrow beats hard at my heart, I 
obey thee, my love, and haſte to make thy tomb; I will 
not look back upon Arfoel *—the turf of thy tomb 
I will build up where the ſummer- laſting flower lifts its 
* Arfoel, probably ber father's ſeat« 


head; 
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head ; oft ſhall I view it in the morn; when the ſun! 

looks red in the Eaſt ; and in the even, when it loſes 

2 its glory in the weſtern main; when I am gone it will 
„ fflouriſh.— Traveller, with rude hand pluck it not up, but 

a little while it tarrieth, it will join the duſt of the 
daughter of Yrganvy.—— 

For an account of theſe two laſt pieces, ſee Fugitive Pieces. 
Printed for C. Dilly. 
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